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My Pal! Jf^ Stop being a SKINNY Weakling like I 



Win 

$ 100 

as I 

jUSt ; 

did! 



r 



YOU CAN 
WIN 



He Mailed Coupon 
Below is Cleveland 



( gained 
70 lbs. , 

of I 
mighty Jl 
muscle 



was 

IN 10 MINUTES of FUN A DAY YOU CAN DO ALL I DID ' 

GAIN 25 IbS. Of HANDSOME H 
POWER-PACKED MUSCLES all over! 
IMPROVE YOUR HE-MAN LOOKS 1000% 
WIN NEW STRENGTH 

WIN NEW POPULARITY 



for money-making work! 

for WINNING at all SPORTS 
Win NEW FRIENDS, BOYS & GIRLS 
NEW CHANCES for BUSINESS SUCCE 
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a show You HOW YOU 
:AN WIN $100.00 and a BIG IS" tall 
SILVER TROPHY (Your Name On It) 
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"YOU DIDKl'T HAVE TO SHOOT HIM ' ALL J : / WE QJESXlOweD THE HOWEfSTY OP 
THE /MAW DID WAS TO ASK FOR A / [ W GAMES , THEW sWEMT FOR. HrS 

LOOK AT THE ROULETTE _ • ^/ \ C3UM .' DOW T FORGET H;CKOK- 

BALL ' ,gj ^^~\ >v X BUM THIS TOWW ' 



MOLIKiTlMG- PUBLIC 
AS1GER FORCED 
THE GAMBLING- 
■SYNDICATE 
MJHlCH RAW 
THE TOWM 
TO HIRE A TOP 
LAWMAkl .' THEV 
OOULD WELL 
AFFORD^ THE 
BEST,.. AMD 
THE" BEST \WA"S 
\WILD BILL 
HIC^OK^,. 
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ASK JOE SWMITtr , iripiSfc.' 
HE OWNED A BIG 
KWJCH-CRAPcR. .. 

OWNS IT ALU NOW, "^ 
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WILD 

Bill 
staged 

AT THE 

FOE 
AM 

HOUR, 

■antt 

thh 

HOUSE 
VHOWWTH 

MC*»TOW- 

THS26 
VUAS A 
BIG PtAY 
BECAUSE 
THE PLAYERS 
TRUSTED 
THE 
MARSHAL... 
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THEV'PE BOTH 
PLAYIM& BED 
NUMBERS-- HOW 
YJE SR3IW TO 
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VC3U VJON'T BE AROUND 
TO USE MJHA.T WUH KhXMJ , 
HiCKOK .' GET OUT 
THE BW3K -WAV ' 
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Vne-i HAD TOUGH TOWY CallEM 
TAGGED ASA KILLER... A QUICK 
TEMPERED, QUICK. -OU- THE - 
TRIGGER GUN/HAN VJHO BLASTED 
AKWONE '-WHO GOT IK1 HIS WAY .' 
ITOWLV EEA-1AIWED FOE -J". P. 
ALBRIGHT AMD THF POWERFUL 
C.ITIZEWS COMMITTEE TO PUT A 
REWARD OH HIS HEAD. ..AMD FOE 
MARSHAL \WILD BILL HICKOKTOGO 
AFTER HI/A . 
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EVEEVOWE KWO^WS CA.UEN 
ISA TCOUBLE/MAKEE 
HICkOK.' V/HY DIOW'T 
YOU AEEEST HIM = 
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\WHAT DO 
YOU MEAW ? 
«ff ABOUT 
DAVIS ? AMD 
VJHAT ABOUT 
MY HORSE * 




WILD BILL 

MJAS A 

BUSY 

MAN 

MJHEM 
HE 

GOT 

BACIC 
TO TOVJW .' 

FIRST 
HE -SAW 

THE 
COROHER , 

THEM 

HE 

VISITED 

THE 
LOCAL 
BA.WK... 



WHY, VE. 
MARSHAL--MC 
ALBRIGHT DID 
MOLD THE 
MORTGAGE 
ON CLIUT 
DAVIS'S 

place: it's 
oh the river. 

BELOVJ 
CALLEM 

KMG4J.' 



YES, X KMO^J.' 
SO MOVJ CALLEM 
IS THE ONLY OWE 
STAMDIMG I SI 
ALBRIGHTS V1AV,' 
HE UJAUTS TO COW - 
TROL ALL THE 
VJATER RIGHTS 
IN THE VALLEY ' 




OUT THE CRACKS , 
HICKOK.' IF YOU 
DON'T DO YOUR. 
DUTY, VJE'LL 
TAKE THAT 
BADGE A^AY 
FROM YOU .' 
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THESE MBH MJOEK FOi2 ME , 
H1CKOK -- SO I CAW TALK/ 

L I NEED CALLEW'S MJATEB 

wM EIGHTS To EULE 
■■km THIS VA.ILEY.' 

■BMT7 mosu I'll ^T 

K( GET THE*V 1 
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MICE PLAW, ALBEISHT--BUt ) -JIWGLeS.' 
MB AW Bill AIM'T OOUWA I Homj DID... 
OOOPEEATE.' DPOP /GET HIM. 

THE GUMS.' -ra~* T MEW.' HE 

KMOMJSTOO 
MUCH/ 





HARD BARGAIN 



THE BEAUTIFUL FURS lay on the rough- 
hewn table in the trader's cabin. Marten 
and fox they were, and otter and muskrat. It 
had taken Gray Hawk and his friend Swift Deer 
many moons to trap them! They were worth 
much. 

But the big white man, Trader Hansen, 
rubbed his grizzled jaw and looked at them 
doubtfully. 

"They're in bad shape," he said. "I don't 
know whether I even want them." 

The son of the Otapi chief did not change 
his expression, but his voice was hot! "They 
were trapped during the moons of the long 
night! The pelts are thick and rich. They are 
worth much!" Beside him t< Swift Deer nodded 
his bronze head in agreement. Both boys waited. 

The trader's grimy hands explored the furs 
again. 

He looked up, tiny eyes cunning. 

"Well," he said, "you've come a long way. 
I'll take them off your hands for a favor. What 
do you want for them?" He pointed at the wall 
of the cabin. There were bolts of colorful cloth, 
heavy metal traps, gleaming knives, strung 
beads of many hues, and sleek, Springfield rifles. 
Al! were part of his trading stock, 

Gray Hawk and his friend had spoken of 
this before they made the long trek to the 
trader's cabin on the bank of the Po-Wa-No, 
They knew what they wanted. Gray Hawk 
pointed at the rifles. "We each want one of 
those for banting! And we want knives that 
gleam. And for our mothers ... red cloth!" 

Trader Hansen grinned, but there was no 
amusement in his eyes. Stubby fingers explored 
his wrinkled jaw. 

"You don't want much, do you? Tell you 
what! 1*11 give you the cloth and the knives. 
But ,.only one of the Springfields. That's all 
your furs are worth!" 

The Indian boys shook their heads stubborn- 
ly. They knew the value of their pelts. "No," 
said Gray Hawk. "Two rifles—and ammuni- 
tion — or we do not trade with you t" They wait- 
ed. The. hulking white man began to curse 
angrily. Then, suddenly, he stopped, A strange 
expression flickered through riis eyes. 




"All right, boys," he said. "Two rifles it is— 
and ammunition!" 

Slowly, he rolled out bolts of cloth and knives. 
Then he took two rifles down from the wall 
racks, and showed the Otapi youths how the 
action worked. He gave them canisters of am- 
munition. Then he smiled again, and reached 
up on a wall shelf for a bottle that waited 
there, half empty. 

"You drive a hard bargain," he said, "but 
now that it's done, let's drink on it!" 

He tipped the bottle back, craning his neck, 
and drank long and hard. 

Then, eyes gleaming, he offered the whiskey 
to Gray Hawk. 

But the Indian boy shook his head. His 
father had warned him of the effects of fire 
water — how it could make a man lose his senses 
and do strange things. Gray Hawk and Swift 
Deer had each vowed to themselves that they 
would not touch the poison. ', 

"No," said Gray Hawk. "But a bargain is a 
bargain. It is well." 

Gracefully, he and Swift Deer shifted the 
packs onto their slender young backs, Then, 
making the Otapi sign for farewell, they went 
out through the open door of the cabin. Trader 
Hansen stood, tall in the doorway, watching 
them disappear through the forest. A light rain 
was falling. It would make the ground soft- 
soft enough to take footprints that would be 
easy to trail ! The husky trader turned to the 
fireplace. There stood his rifle. He lifted it up 
and loaded it, listening to the bolt snick into 
place ..." 

THROUGH THE FOREST, Gray Hawk 
and Swift Deer paced. 

Three days it had taken them to arrive at 
the banks of the Po-Wa-No from their village, 
loaded down by their heavy packs of fur. It 
should take them less time to return. When 
darkness began to shroud the forest corridors. 
Gray Hawk raised his hand- Ahead, between 
the sprawling roots of a great oak tree, was 
a dry, sheltered spot, 

"Here we will make eampP* 

Building a small eatnpfire against the huge 
tree, the boys munched a supper of pemmican. 



Then suddenly Gray Hawk's sinewy hand 
reached out and gripped his friend's arm. "Do 
you hear that?" he whispered "A crackling—' 
as of twigs in the forest!" Both boys listened 
for a moment. Then the son of the chief caught 
Swift Deer's shoulders and pulled him violently 
down toward the ground. 

At the same moment a rifle cracked from 
the forest — and a high-powered bullet whined 
through the air over the heads of the Indian 
boys! 

"We are attacked," husked Gray Hawk. 
"Quick! Our rifles . . ." 

BEHIND the cover of the oak root, they 
clutched the rifles they had gotten from 
the trader. Rapidly, Gray Hawk drew cartridges 
from the canister the trader had given them. He 
tried to load, the guns— but the shells jammed. 
They would not enter the chamber. They were 
not the right caliber! They were too large! 

"Too.large . . ." muttered Swift Deer. "Trader 
Hansen gave us bullets that would not fit." 

Gray Hawk slammed an angry hand against 
the moist turf. 

"It was his purpose," he gritted, "so we 
could not protect ourselves. And he has come 
upon us now with his rifle to slay us and take 
back the goods he gave us. This is the trader's 
bargain!" For a moment the boys lay still. The 
night had a thousand sounds. A thousand ene- 
mies lurked in its shadows. 

"Then we are trapped," whispered Swift Deer, 
"How can we combat his rifle . . , with our 
hands?" 

"With our cunning!" returned Gray Hawk, 
"Swift Deer, do you have your braided lariat?" 

The other boy nodded and unwound the 
strong leather lariat from his waist. Gray Hawk 
took it and gripped his friend's shoulder. "I 
am going into the forest," he husked. "If I do 
not return within the rising of the moon, save 
yourself. Creep into the forest yourself, and 
flee!" 

Stealthily, scarcely moving an inch at a time, 
Gray Hawk wriggled out past the oak root. 
There was no shot. Blending into the night, 
he moved forward, silent as a creature of the 
wild. Soon he could not be seen at all. 

Swift Deer waited, hand on the cool blade 
of his knife. 

A light, misty rain was still falling, cutting 
thin slants across the firelight. Moments passed. 
An owl hooted. There was a scurrying in the 
nearby bushes. Then nothing. Still Swift Deer 
lay still, waiting. Then, when it seemed that 
he must surely go, a dark figure suddenly 
loomed up beside him. It was Gray Hawk again! 



"What happened?" Swift Deer asked eagerly. 

Gray Hawk chuckled. "Nothing— yet V* he 
said. "But I found where Trader Hansen was 
waiting, and the trail he must follow to come 
upon us. I left him a little surprise!" 

Now they lay completely still. The ruthless 
trader was all-confident. His ruse had worked. 
The boys had guns that were of no use to them. 
How could they protect themselves against his 
rifle? He crept slowly toward their hiding place. 

Bang! 

There was a rifle shot in the night, and a 
wild, cry of surprise. 

"That is it I" exclaimed Gray Hawk. He 
clutched his knife. * ; Quick! Follow me!" 

Together the two boys ran through the forest. 
As they passed between two sturdy beech trees, 
Swift Deer gasped in surprise. 

For there— from a still-quivering tree — 
was Trader Hansen. His ankle was securely 
caught by the leather lariat, fashioned into a 
cunning noose! Gray Hawk's trap had worked! 
The trader's rifle lay upon the ground where 
it had fallen and gone off I 

Gray Hawk stepped slowly up to the trader, 
and crouched beside him. 

"You gave us cartridges that would not fit — 
and then followed us — to rob and kill us!" he 
said. "Is that right?" 

The trader gasped, his face purple. "Not to 
kill you," he said. "I— I just wanted to get 
back the rifles! Cut me down! 

Gray Hawk felt through the trader's pockets. 
He took all his ammunition from him. The 
bullets fitted into the Indian boys' Springfield 
.rifles. Thoroughly, he searched Hansen, to make 
sure he had no bullets left— even in his gun. 
Then the son of the chief stepped back, 

"You are a bad man, Hansen," he said. "White 
or red, we have learned, a man can be bad or 
good . , . and you are bad. But we will not 
kill you. Instead, we will leave you.here, with- 
out bullets. You will not follow us! 

... and never again will you try to 
cheat an Indian youth!" 

THE END 
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4l avor paul brophw tried to 
Run a Clean towkj--with mar- 
shal WILD BILL HICKOK , HE- KEPT 
CRIME DOWN AMD GP.VE THE 
CITIZENS AW HONEST ADMINIS- 
TRATION.' BUT THEN THE FAWOUS 
MARSHAL NOTICED A GRADUAL 
CHANGE IN THE MAYOR- - A CHAWGE 
WILD BILL DIDN'T LIKE... 




BEFORE 

SLIP 

H/veeis 

AMD 

Hrs 

HENCHMEN 
CAME 
TO 
IOH/W, 
WILD 

Bill 

HICKOK. 
HAD 
THE 
HIGHEST 

EE3PECT 

FOR. 

MAYOR. 
BROPHY. . . 
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HARElS.' WHAT 
ACE". .. WHAT DO 
VOL) WAWT Z 
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WHAT'S THE 
/MATTEe , 
PAUL ? WHAT 
HAVE THESE 
MEN GOT 
OtJ vou = 
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HEEE HE IS, 
-JiWGLES .' 
X GRABBED 
"I/1A U/HEKJ 
I SASH/ 

■you 

LOSiM' 
ROUWD 



WE BATTLE OF THE BULGE 

©VERY CITV OFFICIAL IS SUBJECT- TO CRITICISM -- 
BUT JIWCTLES FELT IT WAS A LOW SLOW WHEW THE 

Crrrrews began talkimg- about his waistliwe.' 

AUO WHETHER OK >J=>T THE SLIGHT PAUKJCH MIGHT 
lUTEgFggE WITH HIS DUTIES... 

MAO", IU THE 
«AMCCC THE 
LAW ," 
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JTIWGLES/ 
WELL, I'LL 
BE... WHAT 
DID ^OU 
DO TO 
VOUESBLF 




SEC GET DIET/ ]\ 
PRETTV GOODi J '. 
HUH •'" 





I'LL STOP VOU 


x< 


- V -/ 


get vope 


\A/ITH ... OU/W/K/.' 


**f^l- ( 


HAK1DS UP.' 


I BROKE MV 
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SOW EC WE 


-_- H/M-J D / -^ ^ 
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OLD COMIC BOOKS 
JOE SARNO- 583-5749 
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HE1?E $ME IS, F04.KIS ... A#A/J£ 
OOgXJry IN PERSON // /F >*NV MAN 
*J TMC C«?OVV£> THWtfS ME CAN OUT 
S**OCfT THC LITTLE LAP/, LET MIM STEP 
UP MTOB (?«3MT WOW// OR FOREVER MOLP 
HIS P6ACC 
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8UT THE «ecONP6 KEPT 
P(?AGGiNG By. /WOCE ANP 
MQ&E Of THEM- 



HOPE YOU'RE- rMOT »l 
GETTING HER -SOFT- 

TAi-K &AM* 

WHAT'lcS you ' DOJNG? 



'what •-*?£ 

you POINT- 
ING THAT 
GUN AT #0 
FCX? , SAM > 

/OUR 
FRIENDS/, 


(NO , /UH 'RE NOT/ 

\AtlNE WOUtP'VE 
) COME TROMPJN * 
/ IN JUST THEN 
\ AN ' SLA/ViMEP THE 
1 POOR SO WARP/ 
'A1ISS ANNIE WA* 
TRytN ' TO AAAttE 
UP FEP OUT- 
SHOOtlN' ME &Y 
©■AKIN' A PASSEt- 

^of stme cakes* 
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me m\m ,J 



£»EAD EWD WAS A 

PROSPEROUS COW- 
TOWW THAT SHOULD 

HAVE HAD A FUTURE.. 
BUT" WAS"* RUN 

DRV" FROM THE 
RIFFRAFF WHO 
DE1FTED THERE FOE 
1MMUNITV FROM THE 
LAW .' FOR WILD 

BILL HICXOK AMD 
-JIMGLES IT WAS 
-JUST A PLACE TO 

EAT AMD KEST... 
AT FIRST.' 
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ffW,TMOM£WT, IN THE OFFICE OF 
THE BiGGE-iT ciAAiBUKiLr DIVE 



1CW STARTED IT , WHITE 
NOUI SBTTHI^ guv 
OUT OP THE \t/AY 
BEFORE THE REFORM 
OUTFIT START& 
BACKIW HIM UP, 



I'M THROUGH 
FOOLI HJ ' 
AROUND .' 
THE THREE 
OFUS'LL 
GET. HIM 
THIS TIME 





THESE 


WE'LL BACK 


vou. ) 


THANKS, MISTbR. 


-*JAS A 


HICkOK.' IF**JE •*». 


I'M GOING TO 


cccewt 


LOSE , MIE'LL HAvJE 


\ HEED ALL THE 


ELEMENT 


TO LEAVE TCMIN BUT 


/ HELP I CAN 


1W 


ITSWRTH 


t; ^^s 


GET.' 


DEAD 








END... 
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MYSTERY! MAGIC! 
SCIENCE! FUN! 

I To Amuse and Amaze Your Friends 



THROW YOUR VOICI 



iecessary tool for the . am.a- 

magician, and '.-'a Rood joke 

; Plastic;. :14. inches long 

w.itH-:-' white :- tips and a black 

nfti 5 exeiting tricks,-- Rises. 

tips, produces silk 

,240. ■■"■;- ,-',.'„^ 
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2% RADIO 
W^ MIKE 

;, Sing, Play thru your radio 

Sing, laugh, talk, crack jokes from an 
other room and your voice will be repro- 
duced thru the radio 1 Fool everybody into 
thinking it's coming right out of the radio 
Easily attached to most standard radios 
Made of handsome enameled metal 4 
inches high No 112 ^ .98 





BALL 

ickeyed. it 

it's impos- 

It's sure to 

, ail. the ''Kigs on the 

■ spinning ' after it 

s.,':a/ barrel of,, fun in 

(3#o«fiCft,(rf this ama?- 
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Boomerang 

Here's something new 
in target throwing In 
case you miss, it comes 
right back to you. and 
bingo* you're all set 
to "fire" again More 
tun than a "barrel of 
monkeys' 
No. 141, 
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Ventro 
& Book 



Your chance to be a ventriloquist Throw your 
voice into trunks, behind doors, and every- 
where instrument tits in your mouth and out 
of sigM You'll foot the teacher, your friends. 
and your family and have fun doing it free 
book on "How to Become a Ventriloquist" 
No 137 „ 



Your chance to have eyes 
back of your head See behind 
or alongside and no one knows 
you are watching Fun every- 
where you go 
No 146 



LOOK-BACK 
SCOPE 



TALKING TEETH 

They move 1 Their talk! They're 
weitd! Guaranteed to shut the 
blabbermouths up for food. 
it'll really embarrass them. 
It's a set of b>g fade teeth, 
that when wound up, start to] 
chatter away, like crary t 
great comic effect for false 
teeth on cold nights 4 ne 
No. 5)3 |-* 3 
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WHOOPEE CUSHION 

Place it on a chair under a 
cushion, then watch the fun 
when someone sits down! 
It gives forth embarrassing 
noises. Made of rubber, and 
inflatable A scream at 
parties and gatherings. 

"° ?" 50/ 



POWERFUL MANY EXCLUSIVE ITEMS AVAILABLE 
COMPACT 
ONE TUBE RADIO 



Pocket Size „_ Brings 

in stations up to 1000 

miles away 

Modern electronics makes this won- 
derful set possible So small it mil 
(it jn a- pocket Everything is supplied 
for you Easy to assemble m a few 
minutes with |ust a screw driver No soldering 
required Realty powerful too Announcements of 
stations up to 1GQQ miles away come m so loud 
and clear you'd think they weie neht near home 
Learn many useful and important things about radio 
No 3f* 



ELECTRIC 





or for ju-st SO- 

a cinch to build this 

fun you are going to 

it's so simple, and your motor 

tut 6000 rpm's of poner to work 

i of this remarkable tool 

'ate of ibOu feet per mmuti 



-Only 
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I HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP.. Lynbratk, N. Y DepUQS 

1 Cannot ship orders totalling less than $1.00.0. 

' Omit me the ilemi listed Bclew If I n mi win tit* I mar 
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The most popular |oke novelty*-— 

in years! Wind up and wear it **■— 

like a ring When you shake t — 

hands, it almost raises the I ^ f f V* t **u"c«T~ 

victim off his feet with a Q s * nd c -*-*- ' ■ 

"shocking sensation" Abso- 1 . ■""'* p " 1 *** 

lutely harmless. p« J ***"' ' 

No. 239 ilnlygO^* 00 "" - 
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THETMAILEDTHIS COUPON! 

~T77afi<f look what I did for them ! 1 
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lUXn'SSa'llS* S3 '"ow.T.U R>^ (Sm° n *"' ' "cHMnM » n **. „.« ».rk 10. N. ' 

-T.K.. n» V.,K. ' -WD . „ t « ««. „p„5 ;i ..- I „5 •«. Mrd J. S'cSiTSSa£* U 

•** . .- gth -l 2 P ag .*„, a nd valuable advice F» «| 

ftal.h ^ '3„™°„d this book is m.»« if 



I'll Prove I Can Make 
YOU a New Man! 



My Secret Method Has Done Wonders For 

Thousands— Here's What I'll PROVE 

It Can Do For YOU— In Just 15 Minutes A Day! 



IgJ^TcOUPON "J™^ „ «- - - J 



JUST MAIL the coupon below. 
Read my free book. And then 
give me 15 minutes a day That's 
all I ask. I'll prove you can have 
the kind of body that your friends 
will admire. There's no cost it 1 
tail! 

I don't care how old or young 
you are, or how ashamed of your 
present physical condition you may 
be. If you can flex your arm I can 
add SOLID MUSCLE to your bi- 
ceps—in double-quick time! I can 
broaden your shoulders, strengthen 
your back; add inches to your chest, 
give you a vise-like grip, make those 
legs of yours powerful; shoot new 
strength into your backbone, exer- 
cise those inner organs, cram your 
body full of vigor and red-blooded 
vitality! 

WHAT'S MY SECRET? 
"DYNAMIC TENSION!" That's 
the ticket! The identical natural 
method that 
changed me from a 
97-lb weakling to 
the world's cham- 
pion! Thousands are 
becoming marvel- 
ous physical speci- 

No gadgets or con- 



"Dynamic Tension" is easy! Only 
15 minutes a day in your own home. 
You can use "Dynamic Tension" 
almost unconsciously every minute 
— walking, bending over, etc. —to 
BUILD MUSCLE and VITALITY, 
You'll be using the method which 
many great athletes use — fighters, 
wrestlers, baseball, football players, 
etc 

FREE 

Illustrated 32-Page Book, 
Not $1 or 10c - but FREE 



Health 



C on st i pated? 

Fat and flao- 
I „y? Want !• 
1 *ose or B a,n 

, i"f "t to 

DO. ABOUT 



the 



apt" 

mply 
DORMANT 
cle-power in your 
own God-given 



Strength." (Over 3% 
MILLION fellows have sent for it already.) 
32 pages, packed with actual photographs, 
valuable advice. Shows what "Dynamic Ten- 
sion" has done for others, answers many 
vital questions. Page' by page it shows what 
I can do for YOU 

This book is a real prize for any fellow 

who wants a better build. Yet 

I'll send you a copy absolutely 
FREE. Just glancing through ' 

it may mean the turning point 

in yourwhole life! Rush coupon 

to me personally: CHARLES 

ATLAS, Dept. 3255, 115 *™ 

East 23rd St., N Y 10. N Y 






Awarded the title 
of "The Worlds 
Most Perfectly 
Developed Man" 



Be the envy of your 
friends! Win this 
strikingly handsome 
"Atlas Champions" 
trophy, over 1»4 ft, 
Wshl 

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 3255 

1 1 5 East 23rd St., N. Y, 1 0, N. Y. ! 

Send me-absolutely FREE-a copy of your fa- l 
mous- book, "Everlasting Health and Strength" I 
—32 pages, crammed with photographs, answers I 
to vital health questions, and valuable advice. J 
I understand this book is mine to keep, and | 
sending for it does not obligate me in any way. . 



(Please print or write plainly) 



City State.., ■ 

a If under 14 years of age. check here for | 
Booklet A. 




The FUNman, Dept L-109, 5726 N.Broadway, Chicago 40, Illinois 



